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THE SOUND OF SILENCE
by James Scoggins
We were sitting in Andy's Bar, having a few drinks and exchanging
stories—most of them invented for the occasion. There is, of course, on all
such occasions a fairly rigid code of behavior, defining the type of material
which the group will discuss. There must be no such taboos as serious ideas
or annoying truths impolitely thrust into the banter. In short, nothing must
interfere with the business at hand, that business being consumption in
quantity and without interruption. Tales must be tall and easily grasped with
a minimum of effort and no expenditure of emotion or reflection. The truth,
failing miserably to meet any of these qualifications, has no place in such a
situation and should not be introduced. Sorrow was fine, we agreed; tragedy
was capital—if it left no hangover. But drinking makes me talk too much,
and without realizing it, I had started talking about George Zimmerman,
a guy I knew at the University, a few years ago. If I'd been smarter, or
more sober, I'd have invented some funny lie about George and dropped the
subject; someone else was always willing to take the floor. But, as I said,
when I'm drinking I talk too much and remember things I'd like to forget.
George was a hard type to analyze. Opinions of him were varied and
often colorful, ranging from "a great kidder" (usually when he was present)
to "that dirty sonofabitch" (when he was not). At any rate, George was
unusual. It wasn't that he looked really different. He had the kind of appearance that doesn't particularly bother anyone. He had a face, which
seemed an all right place to accomodate those organs of sense that adhere
to faces. It was little more than that, just a face you've seen millions of
times in millions of places. You don't actually grow tired of it, but neither
do you wax poetic when describing it. But George was different. If you saw
him laugh just once, you'd know he was different. And this laugh was the
difference between a pretty ordinary guy and—well—whatever kind of person
George was. He didn't laugh very often, but when he did, you knew there
were others involved who didn't feel like laughing. More than Darwin or
a casual biology course, George made us feel that man is definitely more
ape than angel.
I remember the time we were playing poker in my room at the frat
house. Our all night, pertual game was a tradition at our house, so we had
to keep it alive at all costs. We'd play by shifts, I remember, and often we'd
be pretty tired and often too, a little tight. This particular night the game
was very dull (or it seemed dull anyway), so we were all drinking pretty
heavily and making a lot of racket. I guess that's why we didn't hear George
come in.
We didn't hear him until he came into the room and asked us to go
over to his room to meet his brother from St. Paul. I guess we were all pretty
stiff, because no one asked why George's brother didn't come over to our
room. As I remember though, I had a pretty poor hand, so maybe I wasn't
so drunk after all.
Anyway, we went into George's room, and he pointed to his brother,
who was sitting in the big Morris chair, holding a book of poetry, (Keats,
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I think, or maybe Shelley), I noticed that the guy looked pretty sick — kind
of pale — but George said Alfie, his brother, was a little high. We all laughed
of course, because, as I say, we were a little high too. But Alfie looked worse
than any of us. He was very pale — a pasty white — and his head was hung
low — around his belt nearly.

Well, then George introduced us to Alfie, but Alfie didn't even look up.
We laughed again. We figured he was just sleepy drunk. But then Joe
Barnes, who was our frat president, shook hands with Alfie, and then Joe
wasn't drunk anymore, and we found out Alfie was a corpse.
I remember Joe — just standing there, staring at Alfie, and I don't remember much else, because right then I got sick and ran out to the back
porch. (Toward it really, since I didn't make it in time.)
Later, when George had finally stopped laughing and the rest of us had
finished being sick, George told us how he had stolen the corpse from the
Medical school lab. Anyone else would've been caught and sacked for something like that, but George was lucky, and of course none of us told anyone
what he'd done. We did talk about it though the next day, and thought
about kicking George out of the frat. We just about decided to do that, but
Joe talked us out of it. George's folks were nice people, and it would hurt
them, Joe said. Besides, he said, the story would get out and give the frat
a bad name. I think all of us knew the real reason. Joe was afraid of George
— afraid of the crazy things he might do. Of course, he played tricks on us
now, but at least he did it in fun. We didn't want to make him mad. It
just wasn't the safe thing to do.
I remember lots of other tricks George played on us. Once he made us
all pretty mad when he came to our "Dad's Day" banquet before the Home.
coming game with a slut he'd picked up downtown. They were both ve
drunk, and the girl must have propositioned half the Dads before we made
George take her away. George just laughed and said it was all in fun.
Another time, I remember, he poured God knows how many bottles of
100 proof bourbon into some fruit punch we'd made for our open house
faculty party. Some of the profs didn't object, and more than one wanted
the receipe; but that only made them more angry later when they'd sobered
up.
But I know the time we all really hated George was when he playe'
the dirtiest of his tricks on Hal Spencer. Hal was a freshman pledge an
a very quiet, shy kid. He was from a little country town in Indiana, an'
girls, especially pretty girls, frightened him terribly.
Well, when Hal told us that he couldn't get a date for our pledge party,
George said he would find Hal a good date. Of course, knowing George,
were were worried right away, so we made him promise not to bring another
slut to our party. George promised he'd get a nice girl. He said he knew
one who would be glad to go. He told us the girl didn't go to the school, so
we asked him how old she was. He said she was seventeen, a high school senior.
We were still worried, but Hal was so excited about it, we decided to let
George get the girl.
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The next day, George showed us a picture of the girl, whose name was
Lois, and we felt better about the whole thing. She looked very cute — this
girl. Somehow she just looked nice. Once in a while you can tell just from
seeing a girl or her picture.
The night of the party, Hal was nervous as a cat, and we had to laugh
at him. He looked very good though — neat, and handsome for just a kid.
We'd had to knot his tie, because he didn't know how. I guess his mother
had always done it for him. He was sitting there, in the hall, trying to look
calm. You could tell he was preparing to be brave about something, and he
acted as if that something were a firing squad.
Pretty soon almost everyone had come, and we were beginning to worry
a little about Hal. George hadn't shown up yet with Lois, and we were
beginning to think he wasn't coming at all. We thought how it would be
like George to pull a dirty trick like that. But just when we were silently
cursing George, and wishing him in Hell, he came in through the front door,
smiling the way he did when he was pleased with himself. Then he spoke
to Hal, who was standing by the door, trying to lean nonchalantly on the
stair railing, and looking as if he were in a strait jacket. George spoke loudly
so that everyone would hear him.
"Well, Hal old man, bet you thought I wasn't coming. Bet you thought
I was playing a trick on you. But here she is, pal. Here's Lois, Isn't she
something?"
Then the girl came in and George led her over to Hal, whom I knew,
was wishing himself somewhere far away. George pointed to Hal and spoke
to the girl.
"Lois, honey, here's Hal. This is your dashing, handsome escort, Hal,"
he said, "shake hands with Lois Conner. Pretty little girl, isn't she?"
She was pretty, very pretty, but she looked a little scared, and confused.
I felt sorry for her and Hal, and I began to get mad at George again. I
just stood there — very tense — I knew that George had planned something
dirty for Hal. I was trying to think of a way to stop him, but I just stood
there, hoping it would all be over soon. For a long time, it seemed, the girl
and Hal just looked at each other, both afraid to say anything. Finally Joe
Barnes saw this, and put on a record. I don't remember the song, but it was
very popular then and easy to dance to. Very soon everyone went back into
the big front room to bump into each other and spill drinks on our rug. Even
George left with the girl he had brought. Seeing George trying to dance,
I knew he must have been drinking heavily. I told my date I wanted to stay
there near Hal in case he bogged down in his shyness. Cindy agreed to stay
there with me, and I guess we were the only ones to see what happened next.
Hal was trying to start a conversation, but the girl only smiled while
he talked. She kept smiling, a nice, sweet smile, but she never said anything.
It was kind of eerie, and Hal was getting even more nervous. He thought
he was doing everything wrong. The girl was pretty, and he was afraid of
her. I watched his lips go dry, saw his hands shake, and almost felt the lump
in his throat as if it were in my own. The girl seemed nervous too, and her
smile was not happy now, but forced and almost contorted.
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Then Hal couldn't stand it any more. He shouted to the girl, "What're
you trying to do, drive me nuts? Why the Hell don't you say something?"
He stopped, waiting, almost holding his breath. The girl said nothing.
"You're crazy, dammit, you're crazy." He was flushed and shaken —
too nervous to cry.
The girl shook her head slowly, and said nothing. She wasn't smiling
at all now. She looked very confused and lost.
I could hear the crowd gathering behind me in the hall, but I didn't
turn around. I kept looking at this little girl in her pretty blue dress, and
wondering what was wrong. Then she did something with her hands — she
made a sign — and we all knew why she didn't say anything. Dear God!
we knew! I could feel Cindy's fingernails bite sharply into my hand, but
there was no pain in them now — no pain anywhere.
I try not to remember what happened after that, but I always do remember. I remember the look on Hal's face; I remember the way he screamed
— not aloud — inside himself where it hurts most to scream; I remember
how he ran wildly up the stairs, and how I wished I could run away too;
I remember the terrible look of wonder and discovery and hurt on the face
of that pretty little girl; who tried to be like other pretty girls, who go to
parties with nice, handsome boys; who laugh and have fun.
She didn't cry, and she didn't move, but she was watching the end of
her beautiful dream. And we were watching it too. I guess maybe it was an
end to some of our dreams too. But most of all, I remember George's laugh
— above the roaring silence of Hal and Lois — . It was loud and wild —
long and mirthless. And we knew then, if we hadn't before, that George was
very sick. George kept laughing, but no one else thought it was funny. I
think maybe George didn't think so either.
Harriet Stewart
I breathe, yet I am smothering.
All life is around me, surrounding me, enveloping me, leaving me unable to
breathe freely the purer, simpler, more beautiful things of the ethereal.
I feel, yet I am numb. All mundane things come to strike me, oppress me,
pound upon me until I am no longer conscious of the mundane or the
I think, yet I remain thoughtless. All knowledge has been set before me until
it no longer is knowledge but stupidity to a nonseeing brain. There is no
focus — there is no thought.
I see, yet I am blind. The mundane and the ethereal are before me, so ever
present that I cannot distinguish between them, so ever present that I
see nothing—.
Wherein is my existence? Why am I here? What is my purpose? Am I
a link of Darwin or a daughter of Eve? What is there on this tiny
island between two eternities that I should be here?
I believe, and I am calm. All creation stands before me in a word called
faith, and I stand assured. Faith and Time are the healers, and soon
I shall breathe with a new freedom, I shall feel a new touch, I shall
think thoughts of splendor, and I shall see beyond dimension.
(6)

THE DIALOGUES OF THE MASTER . . . Norman Clift
Homo sum: humani nihil a me alienum puto - - - Terence
"What time is it?"
"Ten o'clock, master."
"Ten o'clock, ten o'clock, ten of the clock . . . but what time is it?"
"Thirty four years, eight months, 15 days. and 16 hours since your birth.
Ten o'clock."
"So it is ten o'clock and the chimes have rung. It is ten o'clock; the clock
has delivered its judgment and we must yield to its order. But I am the
master here, you are the slave."
"My master . . ."
"Yes".
"Still not my master; I can choose to die."
"You are my slave."
"In my muscle, I am your slave."
"And if you dream of rebellion, I will control that thought."
"And have me beaten."
"Have you beaten until you can think only of pain and muscle; I am the
master."
"Then who am I?"
"You are the slave."
"Yes, master."
"I am the master, am I not?"
"Yes, master."
" . . . still I must sleep at the bidding of biology, wake when I have
rested, feed myself when I am hungry, die when time gives the command.
Then I, too, am a slave, but in muscle and thought, too, for my thinking is
chained by organism and my action by the weight of society; then I am a
slave."
"Yes, master."
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"But I have escaped it; have burst the bonds, fled it is true; not out
fear nor desperation; I have fled in jubilation to a more personal prison. H
in this house; dependent only on myself and on these walls and the roof
keep the cold and the rain out; then I am free."
"Yes, master and I am your slave."
"If you are my slave, then I am bound to be your master; but there
still the biological mastery."
The log in the fireplace flamed up and filled the room with grotesq
shadows that danced on the walls or fled away together up into the darkne
of the room's high ceiling. A bird sleepily whispered in the forest beyond
french windows which stool open to embrace the cool spring night. Slave an
master paused in the midst of movement and inclined their heads. A cadene
beat vibrated the oak door, reverberated through the open hallway, an
startled four listening ears with thunder.
"Then comes the summons at the fortress door, and I must go forth t
fight or die."
"I shall go, master."
"Then go."
The master turned to face into into the now placid fire and listened t
the slave's steps whispering away across the rug. "I am within" he criec
"and shall not yield, though dead."
"Yes, master, I will send them away."
"Oh, or bid them enter; bid them be slaves of the house."
The house grew silent and the tiny sounds of the fire jumped into th
silence. Far away down a dark hallway there was the liquid murmur of th
slave and a lighter, clearer voice answering. The master stared into the fin
"Master ?"
The master turned. He stared a moment then waved a hand. The slaty
withdrew on silent, bare feet.
"You have the shape of the temptress and the eyes of the god." He turn
and stared once more into the fire and found its flames had dimmed.
The girl smiled hesitantly at his back. ". . . thank you? . . . my car In
broken down out on the road; there were no other houses . . ."
"Have you come to try me; to shape my weaknesses into failure . .
destruction? I am the master."
"My car . . ."
"I have built up walls against the might of society; I am entrench(
within myself. They send me a temptress and the wall may crumble."
"My car . . ."
"You must remain here tonight; I have no telephone, none of the gross(
appurtenances of civilization; no tools but a plow."
"Stay here?"
"Here within the walls of the enemy; here I am master."
"I could walk on . . ."
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"Fifteen miles. Not far enough, but sufficient, and poor ground to fight
for. Still society moves, and I must pace within the walls of my house and
stare into darkness. You are the temptress come with what bribes I know not.
Who are you?"
"An actress."
"Have you picked the stage? Or find yourself upon a stage, beset with
pressures, drawing, compelling without escape? Direction without meaning.
motiveless; portraying passions among the cardboard stones. Feeling without
feeling; conspiring strange arrivals, departure for the empty space behind the
stage? An actress?"
. . . a singer, then."
"An actress even here, where action is forgotten but by the will of the
master. Draw a line between singer and actress, between the melody of words
and the melody of music. Find the line between acting and being; divide night
from day with one thin second. Are the differences between all things only of
degree? Find that reference point; it may be that I will not then be master
here. A singer?"
"I work the clubs."
"Actress or singer . . . one stage full of sound and action in varying
degrees. What is the name of your degree; actress or singer ?"
"I work the clubs . . . I dance . . . Look, I'm a stripper." She faced him,
her body tense. The firelight flickered across his face and smoothed the
wrinkles around his eyes.
"A singer of the flesh . . . music and silks and laughter in the darkness.
Music and silks, smooth harmony, smooth sliding sounds." He smiled out
toward the darkness and moved his hands before him. "Flesh tints and
shadows in the smokey room. We have built walls and exult in them; exult
more to tear them away. just as we have built our sanity on pretense, we
have thrown stone on stone to hide our dreams; so we sit in a darkened
room, full of smoke and pretended laughter, and watch the crumblings of
the wall with indrawn breaths and honest smiles . . . a singer of the flesh. Still
who are you?"
"An actress."
"And loose."
"I am loose as I choose to be."
"Then I, the enemy, the master, I am not to be within the chosen."
"I could be touched by you." She said slowly in a reluctant voice, looking at him as he turned from the fire. The fire glinted in his hair and framed
his pale, delicate face.
He stretched a hand toward her, dropped it back to his side, and turned
again to the fire.
"The temptress has come into the temple of the master and dropped the
liquid offerings of her tongue upon the altar. But the master has known the
enemy and has turned his face away."
The girl stood chilled at the edge of the shadow. She moved forward to
the warmth of the fire.
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"I can . . . who is the old man who answered the door?"
"The slave. Or am I the slave? I could stretch my hand now and touch
you." He stood near her and looked down at the firelight playing in her hair.
"Still the necessity. The master is biology or the house . . . but I feel I am the
master and I will not touch you."
"He is the slave?"
"I am the master. I have faced the temptress unafraid."
"I am not a temptress; my car has broken down . . ."
"Yet you could be touched."
"I did not say physically"
He cupped his hand under her chin and gently tilted her face upward,
then he removed his hand and smiled into her firelit eyes.
"Then I have touched you physically and am still the master . . . are
you slave to the house?"
"The house?"
"This house. I am a slave to this house, I have rejected the clock and
man who made it; I am still slave to the house . . . and to the house that
embraces my spirit. No, I am the master . . . with the shape of goddesses they
have stormed my house and have drawn me into the meshes of my flesh, but
I am the master; I have repulsed them and found the meshes, slaves."
"I could go on. There might be someone on the road."
"No, stay. Is it not peaceful here? Only the sounds of the night, the fire
my voice and yours and somewhere in the darkness, the slave." He snapped
his fingers.
"Yes, master?"
"Have you prepared a room? The temptress may yield to the house."
"The room is ready."
"Is there a fire? . . . no, there is no need of fire. The temptress brings
her own warmth. Even the house is pleased."
"A small fire, master."
The master waved his hand and darkness filled the space where the slave
had been. The master turned toward the girl and touched her hair with a cool,
pale hand.
"We have awaited the temptress and we are prepared."
"And if I yield to the house?"
"Then you are neither mistress nor slave but temptress, repentant."
"Repenting what?"
"Assailing the master, who has withstood all assaults. Who dares stand
in the face of society and challenge its most potent weapon."
"Weapon?"
"You."
He leaned forward to her, and as his breath touched her lips, her eye:
closed softly. Then she opened them. He was facing the fire.
"Are you slave to the house?"
"I could be touched by you, perhaps."
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"Thus society falls and I stand restless with its ashes at my feet."
"I could be touched by a child."
c`. . . and in the ashes I will reshape man. Ashes, more apt than dust for
the building of man. He will remember the fire as the violence of birthing
and yearn in his ashes, return to fire."
He touched her shoulder lightly and smiled.
"Come. And in some hour before dawn, I'll come to you and yield or
conquer or in some fleeting moment, both."
"I cannot come."
"Yet you must; I am the master."
He led her against her light reluctance away from the firelight into darkness. Their footsteps echoed softly in the dark hallway.
"Here." He spoke out of the darkness.
They turned into another firelit room. He stood with his hand resting
lightly on her shoulder.
"Fit place for temptress and the master to meet before the darkness
breaks. Rest here and before the dawn . . ."
"What is that . . . or who are they?"
"My mother and father, lying in a a glass tomb, hermetically sealed. As
long as Cheops or Khufu they can rest here and prove to be masters, for the
house will crumble around them, and societies rise and fall and be forgotten;
but they, their flesh unwilting, will be here . . . yet there is no life within those
perfect shells, they cannot smile to see their triumph, nor see. They shall be
masters, indeed, an unfeeling rule will be true mastery."
"And if I stay, will I be there, one day, beside them?"
"There or elevated, a perfect temptress, her beauty all preserved to lesson
those who will be. Temptress, repentant, to teach the uselessness of assault
upon the master."
"I could not stay."
"Some dream that holds you? That stays acceptance ?"
"I could not love you."
"Aut amat, aut odit mulier, nil ist tertium: a woman loves or hates, there
is no third choice."
"Nor could I hate you."
"There is, then, only love."
"Perhaps . . ."
"Stay here, watch societies rise and fall. Be unforgotten in your beauty;
unfeeling in your mastery."
"I must leave this place, I must leave you. If I stay I will yield
could be touched by a child."
The girl turned toward the door as if to leave and the master stood before
her and closed his arms about her slender form.
"Here be with me in equal mastery; ignore the sideward turnings of the
world: feel here my heart, unmechanically beating, clocking out a measure
of time which cannot be ignored."
"I must get away."

here stand against society, strengthen me against temptation; yield
to me."
"I must go."
She whirled away from him, her skirts flaring wide; the firelit beauty of
her turning form stopped him with his hand outstretched, and she fled away
into the darkness out through the wide french doors.
"I would almost yield to her. I might have been the slave. But I am
master here, I and the house. Who is the slave? I would almost seize after her
in the darkness."
He clapped his hands and turned.
"Yes, master."
"Am I the master?"
"Yes, master."
"You are the slave?"
"Yes, master."
He imagined he could still hear her sobbing, fleeing away into the night.
"I am the master," he said, "and you are the slave."
end
* * * *
THE BEAST
. .

by Marilyn Talley
The beast calls
The beast walks the streets
to the surging,
in the dead of night.
pulsing blood
He stalks his victims
of rebellious youth.
at noon day.
They answer him eagerly
He is present in crowded cities
for dead creeds can never
or in the lonely mountains.
hold the living youth.
His traces
The beast laughs on seeing
line the face of the wife
the broken,
whose body is profaned
drunken whore
in the name of love.
asleep on the corner stool.
His claws
Her head lies senseless
rake the throat
on the counter.
of the youth with the "Golden Arm."
At three a.m.
He sinks
the bartender,
his long white fangs
hurrying home to a warm bed,
into the life blood
will push her out in the alley.
of the lynched negro.
Perhaps tomorrow's dawn will bring
He rends the body
the peace of death
of the young man
to this hollow shell
dying by enemy bayonets.
from which the bit of soul
But this crime was committed long ago.
long since has fled.
His illusions
Do not weep
were cold
nor jeer in scorn.
before the corpse began to stiffen.
Ah yes, how tragic
His spirit was corrupt
and perhaps so well deserved.
before the flesh began to rot.
But on all mankind rests her guilt
The beast howls at the moon
and thus must every man
die by his own sword.
Under cold stars
and the beast sits on his hounches and
on a lonely hillside
laughs.
beyond the city.
( 12 )

THE AWARD
By
CHARLES VARNELL
All the really important personalities of the industry were in the restaurant, talking excitedly, arguing vehemently, or sitting quietly, experiencing the sweetness of victory, the bitterness of defeat, the tastelessness of just
being a spectator. The indirect lighting shaded the interior of the restaurant
with a shadowy blue color. On some tables, placed there by the astute hands
of the restaurateur, burned tall solitary candles. These candles were the
beacons that drew to their immediate area of light the sincere well-wishers,
the hypocritical congratulators, the contented and the envious. For somewhere in the vicinity of these candle-lit tables, either clutched tightly in
someone's hand or standing domineeringly upon the table's surface, was the
greatest symbol of success in the industry, a golden statuette.
Linda Kearny sat at one of the candle-lit tables, her outward composure undisturbed by the events of the night, her natural beauty fencing
quietly with the beacon candle for supremacy. Many eyes searched her
sensitive features before seeking out the glittering statuette standing near
(13)

the candle, won by her writer husband, George Kearny. The inscription on
the base of the statuette read: "TO GEORGE KEARNY FOR THE BEST
ORIGINAL SCRIPT OF THE YEAR."
Although Linda Kearny's visible composure was apparent to everyone,
her inward feelings were dominated by the sensations of nausea. The high
point of the evening had been reached when the statuettes were awarded.
Everything that happened now, all the words that were being carelessly
spoken around the table and over the golden statuette, only increased the
nausea that had started when George walked to the stage to accept the award.
The applause had been deafening. Linda Kearny had not applauded.
George, with the flush of victory still coloring his face, was speaking
loudly to an assistant director at the candle-lit table. "I guess some people
are saying I was just plain lucky, to win the award for my first solo script,
but I don't figure I was so lucky. r always knew I had it in me; all I had to do
was get it down on paper. There I was, working with other guys on thirdrate scripts. You know, situation comedies and lousy westerns. And all the
time this story was eating away at me, really tearing me apart. But I
couldn't get anything done, working at the studio with those other guys. I
had to get away, so I took a month's leave." His fingers caressed the neck
of the statuette. "That's when I really got rolling on the story, what with
plenty of time and lots of Linda's coffee."
"George, I fixed you some coffee. Unlock the door."
"I don't want any coffee. I'm going too good to stop right now. You
go on to bed and I'll be along after awhile."
"When are you going to tell me something about the story, darling?
You always have discussed your work with me, but this time I have a feeling
of being left out."
"I'm not leaving you out, baby. It's just that this is my first solo, and
when you read it, I want you to read all of it. It's just that kind of a story."
"Oh, George! I always knew you could do a script by yourself. I mean
a really good script. I'm so proud of you, I'll try and be patient, but I so enjoy
being a part of your work that I can't help complaining a little."
"I know, baby."
"George?"
"OK. What is it?"
"I love you, darling. So very much! Will that help you write a good
page or two?"
"Sure, baby. You go on to bed now."
"Yes, George."
The assistant director rested his elbows on the table and spoke to George.
"Some fools might have thought you were too lucky, but discerning
people who read your script or saw Von Krandt's production knew that
George Kearny was going to receive the award for the best original script.
Of course, Walt Fields did a good script too, but all the smart people knew
you would win. Walt's story tore me into little pieces; your story tore me
into smaller pieces and then put me back together again, and that's the mark
(14)

of a true artist, a sure award winner." The assistant director leaned back,
savoring the effect of his words of tribute.
"Thanks. That's very nice of you." George acknowledged the praise with
the nonchalant manner of a man getting accustomed to receiving such verbal
caresses. "Funny thing, though. I haven't heard anything yet from Walt.
Losers still congratulate winners, don't they? Come to think of it, I haven't
seen Walt all evening. Not even at the theatre. He must have been there,
though."
"I wouldn't worry about it. He'll probably come running before long."
Linda did not attempt to conceal the cutting edge of bitterness in her voice
tone. George did not hear her. He was ordering more champagne from a
bored looking waiter standing quietly by the candle-lit table.
"He's probably jealous," the assistant director said, looking over the
statuette at Linda. "You know, Kearny, that you are possibly the luckiest
writer in either Hollywood or New York tonight. Some writers win an award;
some writers marry a beautiful woman. You've got both, and those are double
reasons for any writing man to be jealous. How did you get both?"
George's handsome features relaxed into a smile. "Hard work, I guess."
"Yes, George. You worked very hard." Linda reached for her glass of
campagne.
"Darling, you've written a masterpiece. This story is one of the finest
stories I have ever read. It's tragic and yet it's beautiful, too. I could actually
feel the emotions of this man struggling against his hateful surroundings."
"You crying?"
"I can't help it. Oh, sweetheart, I'm so terribly proud of you!"
"Hey! Don't strangle me! I'm pretty damn tired. Not strong enough to
do you justice right now. You know I worked very hard on this script, and
I'm beat. Let me get some sleep, and then we'll see how well I do other
things, besides writing."
"Yes, daring!"
A slender actress dressed in white was talking, her voice low, her tone
tinged with envy. "With that piece of gold in your possession, the producers
will really pay out the money for any future script of yours. You can get the
very top prices from now on."
"Yeah, I know." George folded his arms. "I guess every deadbeat friend
and relative of mine will come calling, looking old George over carefully for
that soft spot. Why, just the other day that new maid of ours asked for a
raise. Even she thinks I'm filthy rich now." George leaned his head back and
laughed.
"Miss Linda?"
"Yes, Pearl."
"I was cleaning out those old magazines and newspapers in Mister
George's study like you said for me to do, when I found this book in with
them. It's an old book, but you don't want me to throw it away with the
rest of the junk, do you?"
"Let's see, Pearl. Turgenev! I never heard of him, but we won't throw
it away. I'll take it back to the study."
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"Yes, main."
The nauseous feeling in Linda's stomach was increasing and the champagne and cigarettes were certainly not helping matters along. "It was raining
that afternoon and I've always liked to read when it rains. I read that book."
The assistant director frowned at Linda. "I beg your pardon. I don't
quite follow you."
"Nothing," said Linda. "It wasn't anything really important."
George was standing, talking with Von Krandt. George was pleased;
Von Krandt was pleased. Von Krandt's direction of George Kearny's script
had won Von Krandt a statuette too. George and Von Krandt were laughing
and trying to compliment each other at the same time. Linda felt like crying.
"Have you heard of Turgenev?" Linda directed her question at the
assistant director.
"No, I can't say I have. Who is he? Director? Sounds like a director,
but I can't place the name."
"He's not a director, just a writer . . . a sort of friend of George's. I
thought you might have heard of him." Linda felt as if she were going to be
physically sick any moment. Violently sick.
"What the hell is wrong with you? You sick or something?"
"No, George. I'm just tired."
"If you ask me, you've been tired for a damn long time now. Every time
I touch you, it's like reaching for a tray of ice cubes. You're my wife, you
know. Not just frozen water."
"Yes, George. I know."
A well-known woman columnist had taken Von Krandt's place by the
table. George was being congratulated on his acceptance speech. Brief yet
properly humble was the best description of George's speech. "I didn't know
what else to say. I just said what I felt, and I meant what I said."
"Well," the columist said, "I have listened to innumerable acceptance
speeches, but yours tonight ranks as one of the very best. Very touching, very
sincere."
"Do you think that my speech is too long? I don't want it to seem rehearsed."
"No, George. Not too long at all."
"Of course, I've got a little speech ready to give to Walt Fields, in case
he wins, but I can't see the Academy giving him the award. Can you?"
"I pray that Walt Fields gets the award."
"Didn't hear you. Talk louder!"
"I know Walt Fields won't get it."
"That's my wife; that's my baby!"
The crowd in the restaurant had not thinned out any. The haze
of cigarette smoke had deepened in the blue light, and as more corks popped
from champagne bottles and as more seals were twisted from bottles by people
who liked their Scotch or bourbon, voices got louder and congratulations got
sweeter. Linda took another sip of champagne. It tasted flat and she regretted her action. Her stomach was almost in full revolt.
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George was sitting close beside her now. She felt his hand on her right
knee; heard his voice whispering in her right ear. "Don't drink too much,
baby. I know it's a big night for both of us, but I want you to know what's
going on. We've got some private celebrating of our own to do at home. It's
been a long time, baby. A long time."
Linda's eyes searched the dim interior of the restaurant wildly. For
something; for anything. Then she saw him standing inside the entrance and
the muscles in her throat tightened slightly in anticipation. "Look, there's
Walt Fields over there, standing just inside the entrance."
"Yeah. It sure is." George's hand left her knee and clutched the neck of
the golden statuette. "Well, it's about time he showed up." George turned to
the assistant director. "Walt really is a nice guy, you know. I've always liked
him. I even sent him a telegram this afternoon, wishing him good luck. You
know, sort of 'may the best man win'." George turned back to Linda. "Didn't
I baby?"
Linda lit another cigarette. "Yes, George, you certainly sent him a telegram."
"Where are you going?"
"Out."
"Out! That's a helluva answer! Just where is 'Out'?"
"I thought perhaps I would send Walt Fields a telegram for you."
"Telegram? Why should I want to send that bum a telegram?"
"Sportsmanship. Wish him good luck before the awards are presented
tonight."
"Say! That would go over real big with the columns."
"I thought about that. Let's see if Walt says anything about the telegram
to the columnists."
"Why not phone in the telegram? No sense in going uptown just to send
a telegram."
"I also thought I might steal a new perfume for tonight."
"Did you say 'steal'?"
"Certainly. Didn't you ever suspect you were married to a kleptomaniac?"
"Keep that gay mood you're in, baby. I like it! And get some perfume
that'll make my toes curl up.
"I'll curl your toes, George baby."
George stood erect, his right hand extended, waiting to be clasped. His
left hand grasped the statuette. Walt Fields ignored the outstretched hand.
"Kearny, did you send me a telegram tonight?"
George was puzzled. "Not tonight, Walt, this afternoon. I just thought
If

"Well, I wasn't home this afternoon. I received it tonight when I went
home. You must be crazy, Kearny. At first I thought some literate friend of
mine was trying to do me a favor and signed your name just for effect, but
if you sent it, the only answer is that you are completely crazy!"
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George dropped back heavily into his chair, his mouth open, eyes wide
with astonishment. His left hand still clutched the statuette. Linda smiled
triumphantly.
Walt Fields placed the palms of his hands on the table top and leaned
across the table so that his face was just inches away from George's stunned
countenance. Walt Fields began to speak in a low voice, almost whispering.
The assistant director and the slender actress stared at each other in amazement, unable to understand what was happening; unable to hear the lowpitched key of the writer's voice. Linda, leaning forward, could just barely
hear his words.
"It was a beautiful story, Kearny. And you didn't hurt it in any way;
I don't think you could have hurt it if you tried. That's why I haven't said
anything to anybody. If you had hurt the story, I would have ruined you long
before now, but you didn't damage it and I rather enjoyed your tricking an
illiterate band of hypocrites." The smile faded from Linda's face. "I read that
story when I was twenty years old and now I'm forty-five, but time never
erases a good story from my mind. I knew what you had done; I didn't need
your boasting telegram, Kearny. I can't understand why you sent it, and I
don't really care, but the fact that you thought I had been tricked too brought
me over here tonight to tell you something I never intended to say. Don't
ever write or steal another script for the industry. If you do, I'll ruin you!
And if I were you, I'd do something with that piece of gold; it must be burning your hand."
Walt Fields turned from the table and walked slowly away.
George Kearny turned his wild-eyed stare to Linda. His mouth open
slightly, his dry lips unable to move. He still clutched the glittering statuette
with his left hand. The sudden shock of realization was ripping into his mind.
The feeling of nausea had fled from Linda's stomach. Instead, there was
tiredness in her body and bitterness in her mind: bitterness directed at everything and everybody, including herself. The features of George became indistinct. His face was a ghostly countenance seen dimly through the cool blue
haze of the restaurant and the burning tears in her eyes. The tortured and
torturing half-triumphant words came slowly and softly through the haze
and the tears. "Did I curl your toes. George, baby?"
*

*

*

*

ENDLESS SUMMER DAYS

IMPORT SHOP

The serenity of childhood
Lasts for eternity
Those endless summer days . . .
Eternity, always eternity
Forever was all things.

Jangle-clash, Saraha bells
shafted light amber glow,
rough gray and grainy,
glazed and graceful,
dusty woody

Then creeping doubt
Spread the eyes,
And of it born
A backward glance,
Of endless summer days . . .
Diane Janet Fennell

musty smell,
jangle-clash, Saraha bells.
Diane Janet Fennell
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II.
Half-hearing the whispers of the wind,
Half-hearing the call under the sleeping
city,
wait by the shadow of rivers
wait by the lure of the sea.

REFLECTIONS IN WATER—
by Norman Clift
"Who is the Potter, pray, and who the
pot?"
(Omar Khayyam)
I.
To be one with the river:
in the night the towers rise,
blossom light,
crumple and die.
To be perceived in passing
and not perceive in the passing.
Out of the fountain and into the fountain:
one with the river.

There are lights in the water
calling softly,
and the voice of moving water
singing surrender;
and behind; lights in a haze of darkness
scarlet shadows and a mask of pearl,
hollow words in a cavern of echoes
drawing, repelling.
Against the sleep of the river:
a motionless torment
among piled stone.

There is eternal dawn upon the bleeding
Earth.
Eye knows the dawn and sacrifice,
Nerves trace causation in darkness to
light,
and death to life, and move the tinted
fingers
in signs across the breast.

The door swings and faces move to
follow its swinging,
eyes glow then glaze and silence refills
with clatter.
Underneath: the river flows softly.
Treading the laughter that hides the
river
gray shapes go erringly, seeking color.
Only the river rides to the sea.
Torture is here and color that flits, a
leaf in the wind.
The river is here, grasped by greased
fingers, slipping away.
And here: the voice of God,
Metaphysically mortal,
chanting burnt offerings and taboo,
lurks beneath the palms of the mind.

Fluently from obsidian to fetish
tongues argue incantation,
damnation, libation.
To every man a different view
of a thing unknown.
To himself, each man is God,
He finds his perfect altar in a mirror.
Chants pass from tongue to ear
And find distortion.
Beside the pool man flowers
in the love of his image,
in the warmth of the sun he made.
Images rest on the shadowed pool,
Dispute with images whirling below.
Man in the shadow of monsters
admires his vision in a momentary
pool
While the river flows forever
out of and into the fountain.

We are as we were, and yet . .
beyond that door another world;
we are scattered in an infinite direction
beyond infinite doors.
Peopling so many worlds
we walk in the confusion
of one world, knowing one world we are
and another world beyond.
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One turn and find two worlds or ten
and knowing ten perceive but one.
The silent trees bend down
their fingertips and touch our hands,
a silent ground yields up, mirror-like
familiar faces in an unfamiliar pose.
We would shatter the mirror
and be as we were, and yet . . .
an image seeking reflection
yearns for the shadowed mirror.

To glide with the hunger of rivers
to soften, soften the sea . . .
There were leaves beside the river
and the wind sighing softly and the
song of the river:
remembered greenness not the leaf.
remembered the wind not the song of
the river.
Only image and echo and the sealed
doors
giving permanence to dreams as they
crumbled . . .

III.
I remembered dawnings on the river
and the night dripping blood into dark
water.

Afterwards I might weep into the river
dream of my salt in the sea,
lie in a warm confusion
of chance reflection
and cry out for the river.
And always beyond the mirror
hear the whisper of water gliding
out of and into the fountain

And I was alone
and the darkness soothed me.
I remembered the river
and the waters eased.

I stand transfixed and gaze up at her.
She floats gently twixt heaven and
earth.
Is there one fairer than the lily?
Fresher than a dewey morn in May?
She is.
The lilies wither when she passes
gracefully.
She transforms May mornings into hot
July.
I cannot touch her, this phantom to my
hands.
And when she sings, angels and nightingales hush.
Heaven and Nature listen!
Sometimes my eyes cannot bear to see
her.
So like the Holy Grail is she.
This indistinct one; this Emily.
Yet for both would I do these things:
Write a fabliau in the barnyard earth
For Alison;
Spill my bolod in Saracen sand
For Emily.
Two visions come when I behold Her;
One clear; one indistinct.
One earthy; one ethereal.
Yet the clear and indistinct
The earthy and ethereal
Are One:
Woman.

WOMAN
by Charles Varnell
Two visions come when I behold her:
one clear
I smell the rain soaked earth that feeds
this lusty wench
As I sit beside her.
Two of the soil.
She blooms like the pear tree
And sucks her food from the ground.
This thick-legged peasant.
Bearer of heavy children; prey of heavier men.
Her face has been hit by the unkind
sun.
I view her face and see a penny, coppery bright,
Shining up from the tar on the road.
She opens her mouth to sing
—I count the decaying teeth—
And her song shrills in my ears, echoing
Harshly through the barn.
Discordant swallow.
I touch her flesh: warm life beneath
my hands.
Softer than the wool of a lamb;
Soft as a bed of feathers.
This one; this clear Alison.
one indistinct
She is nourished by the air, this rootless
one.
( 20 )

A SYSTEM OF VALUES
by
Bill Free
Grayson Dayer pulled the Buick to the side of the road, turned off the
ignition key and lit a cigarette. He looked across at the rectangular cotton
field, choked and dying in its own dust. Getting out of the car he crossed
the road and into the cotton patch, red dust rising in fragile puffs around his
feet and coating his tan and white shoes with a gritty film. He examined
several of the scrawny cotton plants, made a mental calculation of the number
of bales the acreage would produce and then, with the mathamatical ability
which seemed to be the paramount mental gift of all Dayer males, figured
that the amount of money from the sale of the cotton wouldn't half meet the
heavy mortgage payments Moss Allen had incurred on his farm.
"I guess the bank'll be getting another farm about October," he thought.
Which was the same as saying Grayson Dayer would be getting another
farm, because Max Morgan, president of the First National Bank of Galanville, was Dayer's brother-in-law and would gladly sell the Allen place to him
for 10% above the mortgage value which was about 60% below the actual
value. Then Dayer could rent it back to Allen for twice what it was worth,
buy Allen's cotton to processed at a Dayer gin and made into chenille bed
spreads at the Dayer mill—even hire Allen's oldest girl to work in the mill
and help pay the rent and, last of all, make the whole family buy their goods
at the Dayer Company Store, because his clerks knew all of Dayer's employees and croppers by sight and if any were seen going into Roberts', or
Clare Ellison's or Brown's they might find their rent gone up or their jobs
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run out. So all told Grayson Dayer stood to make a little better than 100%
on the deal.
Dayer looked up the field at the huge old two story frame house which
once stood in the center of a farm which fronted 3/4 of a mile along the gap
road but which had been sold down to half of its original size. When it was
built in 1883 the house was one of the finest in the county, but it hadn't been
painted in 25 years and the stagnant overflow caused by the private stocked
fish pond Grayson Dayer had built across the road was rotting the underpinning. Dayer could see where the second story balcony had fallen two weeks
ago and that the wreckage still lay where it fell.
"Whole damn house'll fall down in five years," Dayer observed as he
walked back to the car.
He had waited a long time for the Allen place. It was the only tract on
either side of the road for five miles which was not Dayer land. Grayson
remembered his father, old John Dayer, standing by the pile of bricks which
marked the fallen chimney of the decrepit log cabin in which Grayson's
grandfather lived and where old John himself was born, saying, "Some day I
want to stand here and look as far as I can in any direction at Dayer land."
"I'll have come this far for him, at least," Grayson said.
Even that had been a hard road. The valley prospered after the Civil
War for the farmers did not depend upon slaves for their labor. The fine
houses and rich farms had risen from the sweaty muscle of the men who
came back from the war and in 1880 the valley was more prosperous than
in 1860, while John Dayer in that same 1880 was born in the same filthy log
cabin where his father had settled fifteen years before. John Dayer often
told his son about the days he and his father built by hand the first Dayer
cotton gin and how the old man died still as poor as the day he came into
the world. Grayson himself remembered when the spread mill was new and
when he and his father built the rock house between the mill and the railroad
tracks where Grayson and his family still lived. The depression ate away
mortgage after mortgage as the old homes and large farms crumpled and fell
into Dayer hands until when John Dayer died in 1942 he was the richest man
in the valley and one of the richest in the whole county. So Grayson carried on, loving the acquisition of land not so much for the land itself, but
because he was born to it; destroying the independence and spirit of people
whose families gave summer parties in large houses to which he and his father
were never invited, not because he hated the people, but because the destruction of people seemed always concomitant with the changing of title to land.
And now the Allen place, the last caustic splinter in the thumb of Dayer
pride, was to be plucked away.
Grayson drove past the end of his five mile domain to the mouth of the
gap where the Dayer Company was building a new cotton gin. Later, he and
his foreman Jack Williams, stood by the car admiring this square, tin covered
structure with its suction spout like a giant proboscus hanging loose, ready to
inhale the first load of this year's cotton.
"Putting a gin at this end of the valley ought to get the cotton ginned
35% faster this year," Williams said.
"I hope so," Dayer replied.
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"By the way," he said, "I was looking at the Allen place today and I
think we'll be buying young Moss out in a month or two."
"He ain't got no stomach for farming," Williams replied. "I bet he'll
be coming round to the mill in six weeks looking for a regular pay check
job—or sending that sixteen-year-old gal of his."
"I guess we'd better not have any opening then—at least until he forfeits
on that mortgage."
"Speaking of gals, I seen that young'n of yourn helling it up through here
this morning in the new convertible you got her."
"Going over to the lake, I guess."
"I reckon. She had Slim Scyles with her."
"I wish she'd quit running around with that mountain trash," Dayer
said. Then moving toward the car "I'd better be getting back to the Crossroads and check on the store receipts."
Grayson opened the door of the Buick and climbed in. Williams leaned
over the window and thrust his head inside.
"When we going on that coon hunt we been planning for the last five
months, Gray?" It was the old friend and companion talking now, not the
foreman of the Dayer Company.
"I don't know, Jack. Seems like I never have time to get out any more."
"Them hounds are ready any time. You might as well let up and enjoy
yourself a little. You can't take it with you and you sure got too much to
spend it all here."
"That's a fact," Grayson grinned. "I tell you what. We'll see if we can't
make it Saturday night. I'll call you."
"All right. I'l git out and start waking up them hounds early Saturday
morning."
The Buick pulled away. The two men waved with a stiff perfunctory
motion of the hand and forearm which was a long honored sign of comradship between them. Driving back to town Dayer thought of the many adolescent days he and Jack Williams hunted deer and rabbits on the mountain
together and how, since his father died and he assumed full control of the
Dayer interests, he had no longer done anything he wanted to for the
weight of the heritage of cotton and the possession of land.
As he crossed the bridge over the creek Dayer saw the Ford coupe still
there, half in, half out of the water, its undersides gutted by its plunge from
the bridge, its axles and springs broken, its body dented and smashed. He
remembered again the night—or early morning—when he was awakened by
the telephone. He heard the words over to himself, still in the excited,
rasping voice of the sharecropper: Mr. Dayer, you better get out here to my
place fast your gal's done driv off in the crick: and how he and his wife drove
to the grimy shack which Dayer refused to repair or have repaired, to find
their seventeen-year-old daughter propped up in a chair in a drunken stupor,
only a gash over one eye to show the effect of her strange 1 AM swim in the
creek; going in, Jack Williams said later, not only clothes and all, but in a
car to boot. And he remembered how he had gone sternly to her room the
next morning to announce the punishment he and Mrs. Dayer had decided on
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and how she smiled up at him from the white bed clothes, not at all ashamed
or afraid, and how he had come out of her room five minutes later, not only
without having punished her, but after having agreed that the old car was
wrecked beyond repair and he might as well go down to Atlanta and buy her
a new convertible. He had given her the convertible just as he had given Jill
everything else she ever asked for, even to darning up a good creek in the
pocket on the other side of the mountain and flooding more acres of good
cotton land than he cared to remember, to make her a lake to play in during
the summer. He had never punished her, even when she was thrown out
of two colleges in one year, the last for blowing smoke in the dorm mother's
face when she was told that smoking was not allowed in the rooms. He
always gave Jill her way, perhaps because from her he got at least the outward pretense at womanly coyness and affection that he no longer got from
his wife in any form: as if he loved Jill, not incestuously, but at least with
some of the man-love for the opposite sex which his wife would no longer
accept.
Grayson drove the seven miles back to the crossroads and counted the
passing telephone poles as if Slim Scyles were hung from each of them.
TWO
We must have mis-estimated his financial condition, Grayson Dayer
thought, because here it is six weeks less than the six weeks Jack thought
it would take him to come around for a job and here he is, and his daughter
too.
Moss Allen, tall, lanky, dingy stubble of beard, dressed in loose fitting
overalls stood in the front of the Dayer Company Store when Grayson entered through the back. Beside him stood his eldest child an equally lanky and
ill-clothed girl of sixteen, already as coarse and mannish looking as an old
woman. They advanced toward Grayson slowly, as if each wished to take
two steps back for every one forward.
"Can I talk to you a minute, Mr. Dayer ?" Allen asked.
"What's on your mind, Moss?"
"I was wondering if you could take Mary Jane here on at your spread
mill. I'd come down and work myself 'cept for the cotton crop got to be got
in."
And because you're too lazy to work, Dayer thought.
"I'm afraid we don't have any opening in the mill right now, Moss," he
replied coldly. Grayson was contemptuous of this sniveling man who came
to beg at the feet where his grandfather, Ames Allen, wouldn't have disdained to spit. The old family stock has run dry, Dayer thought, and here's
the scum off the top of the water.
"But we need the money awful bad, Mr. Dayer. We hardly got enough
stores to last out the week."
"I'm sorry, Moss. I can sell you some goods on credit if you like."
Allen shifted his feet and looked at the floor. The last thing he wanted
to do was get indebted to the Dayer Company Store.
"No sir. I reckon we'd get along all right if the gal here could just work
a spell down at the mill. At least till the cotton come in."
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"I'm sorry, Moss. It's out of the question."
After more platitudes Moss Allen and his still taciturn daughter made
their way to the front door and into the street. The screen door slammed
with a cough of dust.
"It'd be a favor to the memory of his grandfather as well as a comfort
to mine to starve him out," Dayer said to himself.
After counting the receipts at the store he walked to the five room rock
house facing the railroad tracks. He always returned home in the afternoon
to check his mail and wait for the six o'clock whistle at the mill before checking with the superintendent on the day's work.
Aline Dayer was straightening up the living room when she heard her
husband's steps on the porch. She had spent the afternoon with her three
sisters in Calanville playing bridge and talking about the minutia of personal
possessions which any woman prizes more than land or machines. She was
next to the youngest of the four girls that Wilkes Calan had seen fit to beget
into the founding family of General Calan County, named for Wilkes Calan's
grandfather, General Zachary Calan. But this position was fraught with
dangers for tradition said that no Calan married below his station and where
was there to turn when there was no family your equal, much less your superior. The eldest, Myra, was provided for by young Max Morgan, heir to
his father's hosiery mill and later made president of the First National Bank,
a long time Calan institution. Clara, the next, had the good sense to marry
a young man who was to become the leading doctor and surgeon of the country and in the process amass a sizable fortune speculating on highway rightof-ways and buying rental property. Aline was allowed to marry young Grayson Dayer, the bedspread manufacturer from Cane's Crossroads, ten miles
from Calanville; which left baby sister Agatha to wed an enterprizing young
tractor salesman.
The bridge afternoons were always nightmarish for Agatha, but today
Aline, too, had come away bitter and angry. Her sister Clara was in the
process of building a palatial country estate to compete with Myra's palatial
town house and the entire conversation was dominated by talk of landscaping
and interior decorating and subtle hints that Agatha and Tom, who bought
their home second hand, and Aline and Grayson, who still lived in a five
room home made of rough rock and facing a railroad track, were betraying
the name of Calan. So when Grayson settled to his correspondence Aline
faced him with the stern and demanding manner which had characterized her
for many years of married life.
"I think Saturday we should go to Atlanta and talk to an architect," she
announced.
"Can't Saturday. Going coon hunting," he said.
She settled primly on the couch.
"Then what do you purpose to do about this house?"
Grayson sensed an argument.
"What's wrong with the house?" he asked.
"Well, I just though that since you're the richest man in the valley you
might could afford to move away from the railroad tracks, that's all."
He began to see.
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"Who's building a new house now?" he asked.
"Clara. And she and Bob haven't a third of the money we have."
"I don't see anything wrong with the house we've got. It was good enough
before Clara started building a new house."
"You have no sense of the value of money do you Grayson? You're perfectly content to live here in this, this rock tomb! What on earth is the use
in having land and money if you don't use it to buy nice things?"
"You wouldn't understand it if I told you."
"Oh, your motives are too lofty for me. Is that it?"
"I don't know. I hope they're higher than just keeping ahead of your
three sisters."
"Are you suggesting that my sisters aren't worth keeping up with socially?" Her haughty air angered him suddenly. He slammed down to top of his
roll-top desk with a bang.
"Oh shut up!"
"That's a fine way to talk to your wife!" she said in a voice too fierce
to evoke pity.
"You haven't been my wife for ten years, Aline. We just live in the same
house!"
He walked out of the house trembling with rage, leaving her whining
fulminations behind him. He tried to think of something else. Whenever the
shambles of his marriage erupted like a dormant volcano he thought of something else, concentrating on another project until he was able to ignore his
wife altogether.
Now he was thinking about the Allen house and a night when he was
fifteen, riding by on a skinny mule, listening to the music and laughter of the
children inside having a party to which he would never be invited. Suddenly
he had an overwhelming desire to possess the house and let it rot away under
the feet of Moss Allen, who was the son of the eldest of those children whom
Grayson had heard singing that night. It was not for revenge, it was more
for punishment of those in the valley who were of the old families and who
let he and his father, the dirty white-trash Dayers, eat away their farm like
decay until he, Grayson Dayer, held the corrupting wealth and was punished
for it by an avaricious, shrewish wife who could never understand him and
a daughter who was—God knows what by this time, he thought. He wanted
to destroy those who through their weakness let him destroy his happiness
because of his father's and his grandfather's greed and pride.
As he stood on the steps of the mill he saw his daughter's car pull up
in front of the blacksmith's shop. Jill's bathing suit, wet and limp when unfilled by her voluptuous curves, hung on the radio antenna. Slim Scyles,
wiry, contemptuous, stepped from the driver's seat as Jill slid under the wheel.
Scyles leaned toward her and they talked. She was coy and smiling.
"I love you," she purred.
"You're a liar."
"But wasn't it fun pretending I do?"
"Not hard at all."
"Let's do it again sometime—pretend I mean."
"Any time."
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She blew him a kiss fragilely from the tips of her fingers and the car
bolted forward in a choaking cloud of dust. Jill waved happily at her father
as the car passed the mill.
Grayson Dayer found himself hating Slim Scyles with a desperate and
jealous hate as he watched the boy enter the blacksmith shop. He was unaware of one of his superintendents standing behind him until the man
spoke.
"I reckon young Scyles is going to arrange the place for his game tonight. Too bad there ain't enough horses and mules in the valley for a blacksmith to make a living. Then he wouldn't have to rent his place out to young
poker sharks."
"Scyles runs a poker game?" Dayer asked.
"Every night in the blacksmith's place. Taking a lot of people for a lot
of money, I hear. Real clever with cards. I figure he'll be leaving town in
a hurry one of these nights."
Dayer thought, I wonder if he's planning to take Jill with him when
he goes?
He crossed the street and entered the blacksmith shop without really
knowing why. The anvil and forge were old and dirty and there wasn't
enough light. In the back he could see Slim Scyles talking to old Quarles,
the blacksmith.
"Scyles?" he said in an authoritative voice.
Slim ambled to the front of the shop. He shuffled a new deck of cards
caressingly in his hands. He stopped about six feet from Grayson, the lit
cigarette hanging limply from his lips glowing in the shadow around his face.
Only his feet were in the sunlight before Grayson.
"You want to see me, Mr. Dayer?" he asked, emphasizing the Mister.
"I want to talk to you, Scyles."
"What about?"
"They tell me you're clever with cards."
Scyles shrugged as if to say, what about it?
"They also tell me you'll be leaving town fast some night. What I want
to know is, what about Jill. Do you aim to take her too?"
"You worried about your little girl playing with the dirty mountain trash,
it that it? Well, let me tell you something, Mr. Dayer. In the first place, I
aint goin to be leaving town any night. In the second place, if I did, I
wouldn't take Jill along. That ought to set your mind at ease."
Grayson turned and started to leave. But Slim called for him a wait a
minute. Scyles had stepped from the shadows now and Dayer could see a
sardonic smile play around his lips like a thin crack widening in steel.
"Let me tell you something else, Mr. Dayer. I'm going to marry Jill
someday, but when I do I ain't goin to slip around to your back door and
run off with her to the JP. You're goin to give her to me in church, all
proper like. You're going to take old white-trash mountain boy for a sonin-law because he's too valuable to let get a way."
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Grayson took a step forward but Scyles vanished into the shadows, leaving him standing alone in the street wondering why he had bothered to speak
to Scyles in the first place and thinking very poorly of himself for having
done so.
THREE
The knocking on the front door seemed to be in the same room as Dayer
jarred awake. He look at his watch and saw that it was 1:30 a.m. He got out
of bed and went to the door of his bedroom. The light from Jill's room spilled
over into the hall and he saw his daughter, looking like a little girl again
barefoot and in blue print pajamas, pulling on a bath robe as she disappeared
into the living room. Dayer hunted his own robe as he heard the front door
open.
"Can I see Mr. Dayer, Miss Jill?" he heard a familiar voice.
It was Charlie Tompkins, one of Dayer's sharecroppers, standing, hat in
hand at the front door. Jill stepped back as her father came into the room.
"What's the matter, Charlie? Waking a man in the middle of the
night," Dayer was angry at the imposition for what he assumed to be a minor
illness or other mild disaster as Tompkins' farm.
"Mr. Dayer, Moss Allen is done set his house afire. He keeps raving like
a crazy man and talking about you, so we figured somebody ought to come
and tell you and see if you wanted to come out and see what's the matter
with him." It was a long speech for Charlie and the excitement and verbal
exertion left him panting.
"You say he set fire to his house himself ?"
"Yes sir, best we can figure from what he's saying."
"All right. As soon as I can get something on," Dayer said. He closed
the door. Jill had already shed the robe in the middle of the living room and
was tearing at the buttons of her pajama top as she ran to her room.
"What are you doing, young lady?" he shouted after her.
"I'm going too. I'll just be a minute."
He followed her to her door.
"You can't go out there this time of night."
She came to the door, holding her pajamas modestly together around her
breast.
"Now, daddy, there isn't time to argue." The door shut and she thumped
in a drawer searching for something to wear.
Dayer went to his own room and, after answering his wife's sleepy inquiries, dressed and left the house. Jill was waiting, clothed in blue jeans
and a faded shirt, on the front porch. She was talking with Charlie Tompkins.
The three climbed into Dayer's Buick and sped north on the gap road.
They could already see the red glow tinting the sky before them. Grayson
wet his lips nervously.
"You say he was talking about me, Charlie?"
"Yes sir, he was talking something crazy and we figured you'd better
come out here yourself."
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Jill Dayer seemed livid with excitement. Her eyes reflected the glow of
the fire ahead as she talked to Tompkins.
"Did you say Slim took him for everything tonight, Charlie?"
"Yes ma'am, Miss Jill. I was there all the time. He got every last penny
Moss had in the world, I reckon."
"What's that about Slim Scyles?" Dayer asked.
"Moss was over at Slim's poker game tonight and Slim cleaned him out.
Moss has been coming around to the game for several weeks now but tonight
Slim really took him. Several of us figured Slim was giving Moss a crooked
deal, but none of us caught him at it."
"Slim's slick," Jill Dayer said appreciatively.
"Did that have anything to do with Moss burning down his house?"
"Yes sir, I reckon it did. Slim and Moss had a fight."
"What about?" Jill asked.
"Nothing, Miss Jill. Nothing important." Tompkins twisted nervously.
"I'm a big girl now, Charlie. You can tell," Jill teased.
Tompkins looked appealingly to Dayer. He nodded in agreement with
Jill.
"Well, when Slim had took the last of Moss' money, Moss said Slim was
cheating. He said you hired Slim, Mr. Dayer, to git all his money so he'd
forfeit on his mortgage and you'd get his farm. He said you paid Slim by
giving him your dirty little sl . . ." Tompkins stammered with embarrassment
and gave a short sideways look at Jill whose eyes burned with a new light.
Tompkins went on in a lowered voice. "He said you gave him Miss Jill for
payment."
"Why that dirty . . ." Dayer spit under his breath.
"Then what?" Jill asked eagerly.
"Slim hit him in the mouth and cursed him."
Jill's shrill laugh shreeked through the car. "Imagine that! Slim Scyles
fighting for my honor! Oh, my God!" She laughed again, louder.
Tompkins continued: "Moss grabbed an iron and came at Slim only
Slim tripped him up with a stool and dragged him over in the corner and
started beating him. Slim must have hit and kicked Moss seven or eight
times cause when we dragged him off Moss was bleeding from the mouth
and holding his—" (another uneasy glance at Jill)—"holding hisself. We
sent Slim out to cool off and got Moss up and took him home. All the way
he kept mumbling something about how you weren't going to git away with
it, so when he set fire to his place we figured we'd better come git you."
They were nearly to Allen's place now. They could see the flames licking toward the sky and could hear the popping and crackling of the blazing
wood. Several wagons and cars were in the road in front of the burning
house and there was a crowd of people. Dayer stopped the Buick and the
three of them pushed their way forward.
Moss Allen stood in the barnyard in the flickering firelight shouting at
the crowd. Behind him was his wagon, mules hitched and looking uneasy
for being surrounded by so much strangeness. All the Allen belongings were
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loaded on the wagon. Moss' wife sat on a mattress atop the wagon moaning
in long, low lamentations. The younger children were screaming and crying
and one clung tenaciously to her father's leg. It was one of those grotesque
scenes which, because of its unfamility to the experience seems unreal to
all concerned.
When Allen saw Dayer he stepped menacingly forward. His hands coiled
into tight fists and his shoulders shook with rage.
"You come to see the side-show, Mr. Dayer? Or air you come to buzzard over the leavings already?"
"I don't want any trouble, Moss," Dayer said, warning as much as
cajoling.
"Oh you ain't going to get no trouble. Your hired flunkie done you bidding so's the land's yourn now."
He stepped closer to Dayer and shook a bony finger in his direction.
"But you'll git no part of it that was built by Allen hands! You ain't
goin to watch this house rot to the ground like you done all the rest. This
house was built by Allen hands and it's going down by Allen hands. You
can have the land. Take it, and I hope you rot in Hell!"
As if to punctuate his meaning the roof fell in a cataract of sparks and
boiling smoke and the crowd drew back from the blast of heat and flaming
light which singed their faces. The blow also severed Grayson Dayer and
Moss Allen with a hot breath of finality as each retreated from the scorching
heat. They stood separated across the yard as if by time and miles.
As the walls began to crumble in glowing coals Allen mounted the wagon
and with his wife and children still weeping piteously and holding their hands
out toward their lost home, drove away into the fire-flickering shadows.
Dayer and Jill drove in the opposite direction, toward their home. As
they rode through the night, the dying flames to their backs now, each thought
his own thoughts. Grayson Dayer's were of remorse and defeat.
Allen had beaten him after all, just like Allen's grandfather had beaten
his father by not condescending to spit at his feet. Moss Allen, shiftless and
incapable as he was, had retained something of the honor of his ancestors and
had in his moment of crisis burned the home his forefathers built with the
sweat of their bodies as a man might kill his sweetheart to keep her from
being raped by enemy soldiers. Dayer could have the land now, but the land
and the money were never the important things to him. Allen knew this.
Allen knew him so much better than did Aline Dayer.
Suddenly he thought of the part Slim Scyles had played in it and looked
at Jill who was flushed with pride as she sat next to him, lost in her own
thoughts.
"Do you like Slim Scyles, honey?" he asked.
"I don't know. As much as anybody, I guess."
"Did you know what he was going to do tonight? About Moss Allen?"
"Uh-huh. We talked about it up at the lake. He wanted to do something to show you how smart he is and he knew you wanted the Allen place,
so we decided to break Allen. Slim thinks you don't like him, daddy. He
thinks you look down on him."
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"Like a little boy on a mule riding by a big house where they are having
a party but he isn't welcome and vowing he'll show them all someday."
"Huh? You lost me somewhere around the mule part."
"Never mind."
"But we never figured Allen would burn his house like that. We just
thought you'd get his place and he'd work in the mill like all the others
we've bought out."
"I guess a lot of us underestimated Allen," Dayer said.
"But anyway, you've got the land now to grow cotton on. That's what's
important, isn't it?"
"If you say so, baby."
"I wonder if there'd be enough extra money from the Allen place to buy
me a new fur coat this winter?" she speculated absently.
Back home, as he returned to bed, Dayer told his wife the bare facts of
what had happened. As he turned off the light and rolled over in the covers
he heard her say:
"That's nice land, isn't it? We could build a house on that little rise at
the edge of the woods that would make Clara's new house look like a cropper's cabin!"
She was still talking softly to herself when he went to sleep.
He felt old and tired the next morning when he called Jack Williams on
the phone.
"Listen Jack, I won't be able to make it on that coon hunt Saturday.
Got to take the wife to Atlanta to see an architect. We're building a new
house."
end
LOVE SONG

and knows its own voice;
and I am lost in voice and motion
outside my mind.
and voice and motion in my mind
in conflict, like a jungle beyond
imagining.

by Norman Clift
And who are you:
behind the lips
behind the wrinkle smiles about the
eyes
behind the eyes that sparkle, sunlit.
Time is tied up in your fingers
and draws out in silent motion
dreams, caresses.
Beneath the finger touch of sunlit hands,
beneath the shadowy movements of the
brow,
you are waiting.
But who am I:
looking out I see my hands
in sudden motion on the paper.
I feel my hand in motion on the paper
and hear the scratching of my pen.
Inwardly I feel myself a mass of action,
pausing.
The creature of my mind walks
and knows its own thinking,
speaks with the voice of my mind

How am I to know
beneath the sibilant curve and the
silent voice?
How am I to know
beyond the sudden action of my hand
upon the paper?
We wander through a world between
answers.
Who are you, and who am I?
We pause on the brink of motion, wondering.
We withdraw from the edge of shadows,
seek in the movements of hands, of lips,
yield to the pressures of being.
We are as two mirrors in a sunlit room,
reflecting each other.
We are as two pool!; in a summer wood,
known by reflection.
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